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	The feelings we hide

I don't know how long I can keep up this pretence- to endeavour to live the life of someone I am not. Alison has quizzed me persistently about the events of the day since the second I returned and as much as I care for her, I'm beginning to tire of it. I Wonder if I should tell her the truth? That although he's a lovely man, respectful and gentle, the mere thought of touching him repulses me. No. That would certainly not work in my favour. Instead, I tell her what I think she wants to hear. That I had an utterly wonderful day- so wonderful in fact, I went to his office and kissed him passionately (the latter part is true but my reasons were very different indeed). That last part has impressed her, I can tell. I've been convincing- over the course of my life I've learnt to become a very successful lier, not a trait I admire but a trait that is utterly necessary in order to survive. I begin to wonder if she really is convinced. She hasn't said very much at all and it appears she's struggling to hold the 'happy for you' expression on her face. She's trying to hard and little frown lines are beginning to appear between her eyes. Maybe I've over done it, gone into too much detail. Maybe she knows I'm lying. She knows me well after all. An uncomfortable silence becomes us and remains for quite some time. Eventually, she breaks the silence.

"Do you want tea?"

Tea. Alison's solution to everything. Alison is brilliant. I gratefully accept and sip the hot, sweet tea- expertly made, before retiring to bed. I struggle to settle and my thoughts soon become terribly consuming, so much so, my head begins to spin and I know sleep will be an impossibility. Instead, I get up and dressed and decide to walk. I know it's not entirely safe for a woman to be strolling through the dark, unlit village in the dead of night, especially in the midst of war but I continue nether the less and as I do, I feel the thoughts unravelling and freeing space in my head. The further I walk, the easier it becomes to push the thoughts away. A noise interrupts the calm. I feel my heartbeat quicken. Footsteps? I'm sure I saw a flash of light. Perhaps it is just my imagination. I will turn back anyway. I can definitely hear footsteps and they're moving closer. I dearnt look back. Suddenly, I feel a hand grasp my shoulder.

"GET OFF MY LAND YOU...oh...Teresa?!"

I breath a sigh of deep relief.

"Steph! I'm so sorry, I didn't realise I was on your field! I'm sorry..."

A smile forms on her tired face.

"It's okay! I don't mind you being here in the slightest! I heard a noise and thought you were a thief, a sheep rustler maybe!"

"You really shouldn't approach sheep rustlers in the dead of night, that's really not safe Steph..."

"Well I wouldn't of thought it entirely safe to be wandering around my fields alone in the dark?...Why were you wandering around my fields, if you don't mind me asking?"

I wish I had an answer to give her.

I shake my head apologetically. It's about the best I can manage.

"Come on, you better come inside it's freezing out here, you'll catch your death!"

I follow her down the rocky, uneven path to her dimly lit farm house. The interior was far from 'upmarket' but it was cozy and warm and there was something incredibly comforting about Steph's presence. As I sit opposite her, across a decrepit wooden table, I find myself indulging I'm thoughts that I perhaps shouldn't. Thoughts that I know full well I'm not allowed to think. I can't say that I haven't experienced these thoughts before, noticed Steph's striking good looks but they are just so much harder to ignore in this situation. I must not have these thoughts. I must push them away. They are wrong. I am wrong.


End file.
